The Hifterie ef 

Thou haft rcdeemd thy loft opinion. 

And flacwde thou naakcft fome tender of my life 
In this fayre rcfcue thou haft brought to me. 

Prin. O God.thcy did me too much iniuric, 

Thateuer fayd, l harkened to your death : 

If it were fo,I mighthauelet alone 
The infulting hand of Dowglas oner you, 

Which would haue been as fpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfenous Potions in the world, 

And fau’d thctrecherousiabour of your Sonne. 

Xi». Makevp to C If t on, \\c\o S . Nicholas (jAwfey. F'.eit 

Enter Hotfpur. , 

Hot. If I miftakc not, thou mHarry Monmouth ? 

Prin. Thou fpeakft.asifi would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Hrift. Why then Ifee a very vAliant Rebel! of that name. 

I am the. Prince ofifValu y and thinkenotFwry, 

To Ihare with me in glory any more : 

TwoStarreskcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

N<5r can one England brooke a double raigrie. 

Of Harry Percy , and the fyntici. of tf ales. 

Hot. "Now QaAWitHarry, forthehoureiscome, 

To end the one of vs; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine. 

Prin. lie make it greategere 1 part from thee, 

And all thy budding Honours on thyCreft 
Ile’crop.to make a Garland for my head, 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Fdfaljfe. 

Eal. Well faid Hd, to icfMNay, you fhallfxnd noBoycs 

play here, l ean tell you. 

Enter Dowlas, he fights ieoith Fdlflaljfie,hefals downe as 
if he were dead,. the Prince hUleth T ercy. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou jja'ft rpbd me of my youth, 

I better broke the Ioffe ofbrit^c Lif e, 

Tt. 'ii tliofeproud Titles thouhaft vvOn ofmc. 

They wound P'y thoughts worfe.tlien the fword ray Hefts t 

■ : put 



Henry the fourth. 

But thought’s the flauc of lifc,and lifetimes feole; 

And time, that takes furnay ofall the world, 

Mufthaue a flop. 0,1 could prophefie, 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tongue znoTcrcy, thou art duft. 

And food for 

Prin. For Worme$,brauc Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 wean’d Ambition, howmuch art thou ihrunke? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

A Kingdomefor it, was too fmall a bound; 

Butnow two paces ofthevileft Earth, 

Is roomc enough : this Earth that bearcs the dead, 

Bcares notaliuefo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wertfenfibleof curtcfie, 

Iihould not make fo great a ftiew ofzeale : 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face, 

And eueH in thy behaifc,lle thanke nay felfc 
For doin?; tliefe fairerites of tendernes, 

Adieu, and take thy pravfe with thee to heauen, 

Thy ignomv fleepe with thee m thegraue, 

BuC not rcimrubrcd in thy Epitaph. 

He fptethF dfidjfe on the ground. 

Whatjdd acquaintance, could not all this flefl* 

Keepe iu a litlc life ? poore Iacke farewell; 

I could haue better fpard a better man: 

O, l fliould haue a hcauy mifTc of thee. 

If I were much in louc with vanicicj 
Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imbo weld will I fee thee by and by, 

T ill then, in blood by noble Percy lie* 

Fdfialjfe ryfeth vp. 

Fd> Imbowcld? ifthouimbowell meto day, He giue you 
leaue to powder me, and cate me too tomorrow. Zloud,t\vas 
time to counterfeite, or that hot termagant had paidemee 
fcoc and lot too. Counterfeig? I am no counterfeit : to die is to 
be a counterfeit, for he is but fK ? counterfeit of a man, who 
batlmot thelifeofa man: r ^iterfeit dying, when a man 

thereby 
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